CHAPTER 106 


August 2, 2011 


“Chie, | swear to god if you bend that arm any further bac- GAH!” 


Justin and Chie were down near the riverbank pretty much beating the ever loving 
crap out of each other. Oh, I’m sorry; | mean training. Why were they training you 
ask? Well Justin asked that exact same question, and look where he was right now. 
Chie had him pinned to the ground with his arm twisted behind his back, bending 
back on it in the most painful way possible, as though trying to get Justin to confess 
to murder or some shit. He would totally do it too; this hurt like a bitch right about 
now. It probably didn’t help that Chie was laughing at him the entire time as he 
pleaded with her to let go of her grip on his arm. She intended to get as many kicks 
out of this as possible. 


“Alright, say it; Chie is the greatest fighter in the whole world.” Chie mocked him, 
twisting his arm even further back. He was damn near on the verge of tears, it was 
that painful. He was actually concerned Chie was trying to kill him for something. 
Maybe word about Rise passing off Justin as her fiancé had gotten around... No, 
no... Chie was smiling pretty hard right now; she didn’t seem pissed off about 
anything. She was just enjoying watching as he squirmed about trying to get his 
arm out of her grip. Eventually he sighed in defeat; this was certainly going to doa 
number on his pride, being beaten by a simple twist of his arm. 


“Chie is the greatest fighter in the whole world...” Justin groaned. It seemed Chie 
wasn’t quite done with him yet though. She still had a tight grip on her arm, and she 
had that wicked grin on her face that she always seemed to wear anytime she had 
something terrible in mind for Justin. Justin just groaned as she tugged at his arm 
again. This really brought a whole new definition to love hurts. 


“Alright, I’ll let you go...” Chie started, trailing off slightly. It was clear there was 
another condition, other than praising Chie’s master abilities as a fighter 
apparently. She could probably just pile on condition after condition for his release, 
and he'd say yes to every single one of them. He hoped to god that’s not how this 
was going to go down, but knowing Chie, it probably was. “...But you have to buy 
me filet mignon.” Chie grinned mischievously. Justin squinted one of his eyes in 
slight confusion; not necessarily because he was confused by the request, but 
because he had literally done that but a few days ago. She never did touch that 
birthday steak; which just so happened to be the most expensive steak Justin could 
find on Aiya’s menu. He puffed up a bit, his face shoved into the dirt and grass 
below him. 


“You two are into some pretty sick shit.” 


Justin groaned as he raised his eyes. From his little trap in the dirt he had a very 
good view of his shadow in his reflection in the river. He would have told him to fuck 
off, but he couldn’t just THINK it; he had to outright say it. And with Chie on his back 
right now... Well, he’d rather not look like he was crazy. Instead he was stuck just 
glaring at his shadow smirking him and the position he found himself in. He was 
getting some sort of kick out of watching Chie extorting Justin for steak. 


“So when do we start busting out the leather and whips.” The shadow 
continued to mock Justin, Knowing full well he couldn’t say anything without looking 
batshit insane. Justin might not have been able to talk, but he was able to 
communicate with eye contact for the moment. And at the moment, he was glaring 
very hard. Probably not a good way of getting his shadow to stop in retrospect. 
“You know, usually it’s the guy that’s on to- Oh, no wait. Sorry, seems | 
was mistaken; that is a guy on top. Looks like you’re the bitch in this 
relationship, eh kid?” 


“Wellllllll?” Chie teased Justin, twisting his arm even further back, trying to coax him 
into giving in. He bit his bottom lip in pain as his arm bent in ways it was not meant 
to bend. Arms don’t twist that far for a reason. If she was trying to send him to the 
hospital, it was working. “C’mon, Say it...” Justin huffed out a bit, trying to hold out 
as long as he could. He’d probably end up buying her one anyway (though certainly 
something much cheaper than a fillet mignon,) but he’d rather do it on his own free 
will, not because he was pinned to the ground and forced into it. All he had to do 
was last long enough and she’d get bored eventually, right? If only the same could 
be said of his shadow. 


“Come on kid, you’ve got the money to buy a steak for this bitch right? 
After all, you already sold your soul to me.” The shadow continued, much to 
Justin’s displeasure. You could practically see the steam shooting out of his ears. If 
Chie wasn’t in top of him, he swore, he would give his shadow so much shit his mind 
would explode. But alas, he was stuck here, just holding back his rage as his 
shadow laughed at his anger building up. “Oh but you don’t want her to get off 
you, is that it? Come on; let’s hear your rebel yell.” The shadow laughed, all 
before making a suggestive motion with his fingers. Justin wanted to vomit a little 
thinking that pervert was in his brainpan; but given that he was face down in the 
dirt right now, spewing up his stomach contents might not be a great idea. He’d 
lose his religion later. 


“Jesus Christ; FINE! Just get off my back already!” Justin shouted at his shadow after 
a while. Of course, it was a good thing Chie was sitting on his back while she had his 
arm twisted around, otherwise that might have gotten very awkward very quickly. 
Needless to say, she thought he was talking to her. She jumped up off of Justin’s 
spine in victory, a wide grin on her face as she posed triumphantly off to Justin’s 
side. Justin had never been happier to have control of his arm again; though he 
didn’t think he’d be using it anytime soon. 


“| win!” Chie shouted with glee, jumping slightly with excitement over her prize. 
Justin groaned a bit as he pushed himself up off the ground, his arm killing him as 
he tried to push himself up. All the while he could hear his shadow laughing at him 
from his reflection. Though that swiftly changed as Justin picked up a pebble and 
threw it into the river, causing his reflection to shimmer away. He really wished he 
had figured out he could do that earlier; would have come in a lot of handy a long 
time ago. 


“| think | would have rather had you break my arm than my wallet.” 


“And there goes my electricity for the week.” 


Justin and Chie were sitting at Aiya’s when Chie finally got her damn steak. Justin 
had tried to talk her down from the Filet Mignon, what with his budget for all this 
crap being exactly zero dollars. But no; Chie wasn’t letting this one go. You’d think 
she’d understand Justin didn’t have the money for that kind of crap, but alas, her 
desire for steak seemed to overpower any concern she might have had for Justin’s 
living conditions. At least Maya would be starting work soon; Justin could use some 
money to help with his bills. 


“Jeeze, you went down easy.” Chie mocked him as she cut into her steak, more than 
satisfied with proof of her victory over Justin. Justin just groaned a bit, resting his 
cheek against the palm of his hand, his elbow on the table. If that was going down 
easy, he’d hate to see what it would be like if Chie actually tried. Well, besides that 
incident with the textbook. That hurt like a bitch, but it didn’t seem like she was 
trying to kill him just yet. She was certainly plotting it though. “You know you can’t 
stop training just because the case is over.” Chie preached to him about keeping his 
body fit and all that crap. Of course, being an athlete was never Justin’s thing, so 
good luck getting him to practice anything but dodging. 


“I'd rather be training my thumb on the television remote.” Justin remarked 
sarcastically as he took a gulp of his beverage. Chie just seemed to grin harder 
though. She would prefer if Justin kept in shape, but then she supposed he wasn’t 
exactly at any health risk if he didn’t. And besides, she was getting free steak out of 
his lack of ability to break out of her hold. That seemed as good a reason as any not 
to push him too much to exercise. 


“So hey, did you hear that rumor?” Chie spoke up after chewing away at her steak 
for a while, not too long after Justin had finished chugging his can of cola. He could 
down one of those in seconds, so it really wasn’t much surprise that he was already 
done chugging it down; especially after training in the hot sun like that. Justin raised 
his eyebrow slightly. He had no idea what rumor Chie was talking about, but he 
thought he had enough with rumors. 


“| will in a second; what’s the rumor?” Justin questioned, curiosity getting the better 
of his better judgment. Why did he get a sinking feeling in his chest that there 
would be a second murder case if Chie didn’t keep her mouth shut on the matter? It 
seemed like every time he had heard any sort of rumor it had been true; and if this 
was anything like the Midnight Channel... Well some things are better off not being 
said. 


“Well there’s this rumor going around that there’s this curse, right-“ 


“Alright, stop right there. Don’t want to hear it.” Justin cut her off. He had just about 
enough curses over the last few years. Well... Technically the Midnight Channel 
wasn’t a curse; but it sure as hell felt like it. Chie shook her head slightly, giving 
Justin those puppy dog eyes again. And within seconds, Justin found himself sighing 
in defeat again. He should wear a bag or something on his head; that way he would 
be immune to Chie’s charms. “...Fine, go ahead.” Justin rolled his eyes, all the while 
Chie clapped with delight. 


“Well, apparantly, someone’s been putting this curse on men in their twenties or so 
who are unfaithful to their significant other. They start having these nightmares... 
Only if you die in the dream, you don’t wake up.” Chie recapped the curse to the 
best of her ability, lowering her voice an octave or two to try and sound spooky. 
Justin just thought it sounded absolutely preposterous; though to be fair, he thought 
the same thing about the Midnight Channel, so perhaps he shouldn’t judge so 
quickly. Justin chuckled slightly, shaking his head a little bit. 


“Next you'll be telling me they turn into sheep.” Justin remarked sarcastically, 
though Chie shot him a slight ‘shut up and let me finish,’ glare, to which he 
immediately backed down, sliding down his chair slightly. 


“They’re calling it the Weakening Deaths. | heard they found this guy who 
supposedly had the curse put on him. He was nothing but skin and bones when they 
found him.” Chie continued, the slightest hint of concern in her voice. She certainly 
seemed to believe whatever it was that she was recapping to Justin. Justin wished 
he could too, maybe then he’d see what Chie was getting so worked up over. But 
come on; this was like Bloody Mary all over again. He really couldn’t understand 
what there was to be so afraid of. Especially when it wouldn’t even apply to anyone 
they knew. Save maybe Kurt, but he didn’t even have a girlfriend, so it wouldn’t 
affect him in the slightest. 


“| wouldn’t get too worked up about it; it’s probably just some story that’s getting 
passed around while they solve the real case.” Justin remarked. He didn’t doubt that 
someone had been killed; it happened all the time after all. He did doubt that 
someone had died just because they died in their dream. Not that Justin would 
really know; for all he knew, it might be entirely possible for someone to die in their 
dreams and not wake up. He wouldn’t know, though; he was the one who did all the 
killing in his dreams. 


“Pfft, who said | was worried about it. It’s just some dumb myth...” Chie chuckled 
that awkward ‘I’m totally lying’ chuckle. Justin tilted his head slightly towards the 
ground to give Chie that look again; the one he gave her every time he knew she 
was lying to him. Her cheeks seemed to grow redder as Justin caught onto her bluff. 
“| mean it couldn’t possibly- Okay stop giving me that look!” Chie eventually spat 
up in anger as she noticed that look Justin was giving her wasn’t subsiding. That 
was getting very irritating very quickly. 


“But | just can’t keep my eyes off you, babe.” Justin joked, laughing slightly. Chie 
wasn’t having any of that, though. Not that she wasn’t up for flirting; she just knew 
Justin was trying to change the subject from that stare he was trying to give her. 
She could play his game too, you know. 


“I’m not falling for that.” 


“Eh, worth a shot.” Justin shrugged with defeat. You never know if you don’t try; and 
he had figured he was charismatic enough to- Okay that’s a complete lie. Justin 
would never describe himself as charismatic. He was just trying to use his expert 
flirting and pick up line skills to his advantage. It usually worked; but then, that 
wasn’t necessarily because he was good at flirting or anything. He just usually had 
very good timing. Not so much this time. “But seriously; No one we know even fits 
that description. No use getting worked up over it, you know.” 


“Well what about Adachi?” Chie spoke up, trying to raise a point. She was going to 
say Kurt, but then she realized he hadn’t actually had a girlfriend. Or even gone out 
on a date from her understanding. Justin immediately burst into hysterics. The 
thought of Adachi playing two women at once was too much for him to bear, the 
thought was just absolutely hysterical. Chie didn’t seem too pleased that Justin was 
more or less mocking her suggestion right now. She was just listing off people the 
both of them knew that were in their twenties. It took a minute or so before Justin’s 
laughter finally came to a halt. 


“You seriously think Adachi is a ladies’ man? Oh-ho, no. He couldn’t get a girl if he 
tried.” Justin choked up over his laughter. Clearly he wasn’t exactly the most 
charming person when it came to the ladies. After all, he had pretty much said all 
he wants out of a girl is someone who can cook, or someone who was hot. No girl 
was going to want to get with Adachi so long as he maintained that outlook on life. 
Hopefully he’d figure that out in a few years time. After all, he was still pretty 
young; maybe he’d learn that’s not what you should be looking for in a girl; or 
rather, at least learn to be a little bit more respectful when it came to talking about 
them. 


“Well it was just an idea...” Chie groaned, slightly embarrassed to find that her 
theory seemed to fall completely on its face. She wasn’t entirely sure if Justin was 
just making assumptions about Adachi, or if he knew enough to actually make a 
remark like that; but she didn’t bother to ask. Really, looking into this rumor was 


pretty stupid, now that she thought about it. Someone had to put the curse on 
them, right? As far as she knew, no one had put any curse on anyone. And she was 
sure a cop like Adachi would notice if someone tried to pull any weird voodoo magic 
on him... Although they were talking about Adachi. He was pretty clueless. 


“| know, | know.” Justin finally remarked as his laughter finally came to a stop. 
“Don’t worry about it; not every little rumor you’re going to hear is true, y’know?” 
Justin calmly explained, trying to ease the tension in Chie’s body with his words. 
She shrugged, letting out a slight sigh. It was hard to just dismiss ridiculous rumors 
like that after all that had happened on the Midnight Channel. She found some 
Slight relief in hearing from Justin he didn’t believe this for a second, but not really 
enough to be completely at ease. | mean, if this was a real thing, could they help 
solve this crime too? Probably not, now that she thought about it. How would they 
even go about getting in the dream? Chie, Yukiko, and Rise would never be able to 
get in just by going asleep, and Yu, Yosuke, Justin, Kanji were still a good three or 
four years away from even being old enough to get in. And god only knows if Teddie 
would qualify. Probably not. 


“.. Thanks.” Chie smiled sheepishly, grateful that Justin was at least attempting to 
calm her down. He was failing miserably, but it was the thought that counted right? 
Justin smiled, nodding as though to tell her not to worry about it. Justin rubbed at 
his chin for a moment, pondering this myth for a moment; something about it struck 
him as a bit odd... Of course, that was a little subsided by him feeling the sensation 
of the facial hair around his chin. He had a slight soul patch by this point. He 
groaned a bit; he was okay with a little bit of facial hair, but he might have been 
letting it get to be a little much by this point. 


“| should really get around to shaving.” Justin sighed finally removing his hand from 
his chin. Chie passed him a slight look of confusion, though that was immediately 
replaced by a rosy glow of her cheeks and a wide grin. 


“Why? It looks good on you.” Chie remarked, much to Justin’s surprise. He thought 
having too much of this crap would probably look terrible on him. He was more than 
a little shocked to see Chie thought it looked alright on him. He rubbed at his chin 
one last time before moving his hand away from his chin again. He probably should 
be more concerned with how he thought he looked than what Chie did, but he was 
willing to leave it if she liked it. Anything for her, after all. “Besides, I’d miss that 
prickle if it were gone.” She teased him. Justin’s face turned beat red almost 
immediately. He had never even considered the possibility that she could feel that 
when they kissed. He briefly wondered if that would be annoying; but given that 
Chie seemed to implore him to keep it, he was going to guess she was okay with it. 


“S-So keeping it is then, fantastic...” Justin nervously steered the conversation away 
from the more intimate side of things. Chie just chuckled a bit as Justin’s cheeks 


grew redder and redder. It was very rare she as able to do that to him, and she 
loved it everytime. 


“You know, you’re pretty cute when you get flustered.” Chie continued to tease him, 
much to Justin’s displeasure. He could only handle so much flirting at once before 
he started to crawl in his skin. It wasn’t that he didn’t like flirting or anything; he 
just wasn’t so comfortable being on the receiving end. It’s always awkward to 
receive a compliment; even more when it’s an intimate compliment. Justin glared 
at Chie slightly, face still redder than the sun in the sky. Which was really more 
orange than anything, but alright. 


“I'll have you know I’m always cute... Wait, no... Don’t quote me on that.” Justin 
nervously tried to correct himself. Cute was not a word he wanted being attached to 
him. Imagine what would happen if Justin, the schizophrenic anarchist with temper 
control issues got labeled as being cute. Oh man, he’d never be able to show his 
face again. Not that Chie would ever spread around that he was cute; nor would 
anyone really take her word on it, but still. Chie just grinned mischievously at that 
thought. 


“Too late.” 


